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I am Christina Hayden. I live in Butte.

The movement to protect with immunity before the law physicians who corrupt themselves at
the heart by assisting in the suicides of these useless eaters is but a reaction of terror before a
perceived inhumanity. We cannot o scorn the unaccommodated one, “without offense to God”.
That terminal one would become for us a terminated but living memorial to our lack of
kindness. He connects his corrupted malefactors, all those who would provide for his suicide,
with their own worst selves, prese1t and long past, and with all they have alienated from
themselves, from each other and frem God. He would become our “modern scapegoat”.

For those of us who would reduce “good” to the utility of a pain free life, a pain free death,
‘William Wordsworth has these words from his poem, about an old beggar man in Cumberland:

But deem not this Man useless.—Statesmen! Ye
Who are so restless in your wisdom, ye

Who have a broom still ready in your hands

To rid the world of nuisances, ye proud,
Heart-swoln, while in your pride ye contemplate
Your talents, power, or wisdom, deem him not

A burthen of the earth!

(For) Man is dear to man; th: poorest poor

Long for some moments in a veary life

When they can know and feel that they have been,
Themselves, the fathers and the dealers-out

Of some small blessings; have been kind to such
As needed kindness, for this single cause,

That we have all of us one human heart.

We will all eventually be as helpless (though not as beautiful) as a newborn child, that most
useless of creatures, who can do nothing but search for nourishment and love. But let us look
again if the eyes of our hearts have nct been blinded by our own unkindnesses, at the special
beauty of being human, a beauty that .s especially poignant in the child, the elderly, the unborn,
the terminally ill and the dying.

The medicine for our inhumanity cannot be compounded of inhumanity. We must learn to love
again— love those incomparably useless and precious beings, especially here the terminally ill
who may be vulnerable to suicide, because they and we are one.

For we need to love as well as to be loved, to taste the sweetness of being human.

Please vote NO on SB 202
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Ben: Men generally know the difference between right and wrong. When they're wrong they don't always like to
admit it.

Joe: I don't know right from wrong anymore.
Ben: Surely , you don't want me to decide for you?

Joe: I don't. I have to make the decision myself. Maybe you could tell me what you would have done in the same
situation. This situation could happen to anybody, and they'd have to decide.

A man is badly hurt, and his friend knows he's in a lot of pain, with only a short time to live, his last moments
filled with agony. The man asks his friend if he would end it, and begs him to put him out of his misery, to just
be able to die. And his friend kills him. Was that wrong, Pa?

Ben: Don't you know?

Joe: I'm not sure.

Ben: I'm sure. I'm very sure. That was wrong!

Joe: How can you be so sure, for what the friend was going through?

Ben: It wasn't up to the friend to make the decision, no matter how much pain the injured man was going
through. It's not up to the friend to decide.

Jo: Can't you understand? He did it out of pity! He thought it wori'd be more merciful! He couldn't watch this
man die in agony!

Ben: He couldn't watch his friend die in agony? Well, how about the injured man? Don't you think that in his
suffering, he was trying desperately to live, not to die?

Joe: He begged him to help him to die!

Ben: I've always believed that when a man is really badly hurt, when his body is badly broken, nature tries to
pick up the pieces and make him whole again. Now , I don't know if she knows how much pain she is causing
the man while she's mending his body, but her main purpose is to preserve life. To nature, life is sacred, whether
the body is whole or crippled. That's why I think that no one has the right to end someone else's life. Nature
doesn't give up that easily. She's always working for survival, not for destruction. She doesn't always know when
she's licked. When she finally does admit to it, [ guess there's nothing a man can do except to yield to the
inevitable. But until that moment. No man has the right morally or legally to snuff out a man's chance to survive.

Jo: Then you'd just let him suffer?

Ben: I'd help him all I could. I'd do everything I could, get all the help. I'd try to ease the pain. I have seen a man
in this condition. I've seen a lot of men trampled in the stampedes. None of them died right away. They were in
terrible pain, but none of them wanted to die. See, a man, when he is in bad pain, doesn't know what he is saying.
His body is fighting for survival and his mind isn't always aware of that. It's suffering the pain, so he begs to die.
He shouldn't be listened to. The friend should listen only to the pulse of life. Fight with it, not against it . You
think about it, Joe.




